DAYSPRING

and disappears. He is the first soul. Then a
youth on a bicycle free-wheeling down the gritty,
bituminous road in front of the hotel. He jumps
off at the door of a small building of which part is
employed for the profitable business of the golf-
professional. I look away; I look back; youth
and bicycle have vanished. Then in the distance
of the links I see two workmen separately approach-
ing. Their paths are unnecessarily devious over
the turf. I expect the paths to converge and the
men to meet and talk, near the hotel. But no 1
The paths do almost converge but curve apart
again, and the men give not a sign of being brothers
in the same worldly boat. Perhaps they are pre-
occupied with household afflictions and the harsh-
ness of the coming toil. One continues up the
hill rising to the north-west; the other enters the
same building as the youth.

Work is beginning somewhere. A tiny fishing-
boat stands out to sea, heeling over at moments to
a squall. Work there! Then an aproned man
appears underneath me from the portals of the
hotel, shouldering a carpet which he lays out flat
on the grass and sweeps vivaciously with a besom.
He folds up the carpet in the same old folds, and
carries it within again, trailing his besom. I look
down on the balconies below me. Most of them
are encumbered with highly-coloured bathing-
costumes and white towels. The sun blindingly
appears for a single instant between black clouds,
and retires for the remainder of the day.
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